* 
= 
* 
* Ss 
1 
- 
* 


| 


— % 
- . : 
1 * 
V * 4 
= 
4 . . 2 
*. bu 
. — a 8 9 4 
m 8 pF " I 1 — AMC. tt ts * and * "ROT 1 — * — — — — ä — - 
5 — — _— * — I — a... Yoo 3 
4 * 
—— 
0 0 = © 4 
” LY 
% * - 
- 4 - 
PLAUT. Truc: 
_ - , ory "s 
2 * 
. & 3 4 
0 © 
©. =_— 
att. om. . n oY __ —_— 
— — ang ro 
. 
* 
_—_ ”*3 
* 
* 
= 
D — 
> . 
= 
= 
m - 
_ & - 
= 8 8 
= 
4 ” 
—y 
a 
= 
= 
* -. 
4 > 
> 
= 
> 
= 
= = — 
4 * 
= 0 - 
* 
= * 
4 : 
4 * 
> 9 = 
= 
= ". 
> 
4 by 
— 
> 
I . 
- . 
> * 5 
IJ * 6 
= 
4 7 . ; 
4 * 4 x 2 , 
: | - | | 
D 4 — bn 9 = 
* 
_ nd - 
— 4 4 Ps PIES EPI het ts itt. ei ts tt it —_— th. * _ _—_ — A II n W —— * _ * * — 
: ' — w n _— A n . 
— * - - — 1 «= * 
” . th. ak 8 8 * tA — i 
* — — — — — — — = 
4 ” Y q e - 
= 
* 5 =, = 
_2 BY. - " 9 "4 
— 
— 1 
4 — 
< 8s 
. : * 
> y ; 


Printed for the Aur RHOR | | 


: And fold by C. Mox ax, under the Great Piaxxa, Coven- Garden. | 
| EEC 
r | Js Ike Two: Shilling ]- = 2 

pl : f | f 8 1 - ** 5 | 3% * 


Pp % 


82 


——— K M 


22 


OS 
Rc C9 go rnnReD 


: 


NGC e 
© X 3 
18 . 15 — SEES 


* | 4 


888 . 
| | 1 


0 aa Bas, 
- : n a 40 ” 


uon 


MERETRICIAD. 


KISS RX MMO RTAL Dx in far earlier dies, 


| 1 „ Tun'd this foft maxim in melodicus rhyr mes : F F 
* That mild P. we naſſus, nor her milder ftreams, ; 
 E'er made ſome poets, or the pos themes 3 0 


For many ſure there are, who've Tung, and fing, 


Yet never ſip'd at the Caſtalian ſpring, NIN 1 
Which plainly proves the muſe, the | poet made, e q 
And now invok'd for e ev ry Dunce' s aid: 3 * 55 3 
So to avoid the beaten path of old, wy on N 

I'll make a Muſe, —if not as good, —as bold : 7 16 

And ſince ſhe's modern, to protect her name, 1 49 e 

Have ſtole her from the Drawing Rooms of Fame; E ks 
She's no Caftalian water-drinking Muſe, * nia " on a . 


ne, and Burgundy, the qvaff profuſe. 5 hy 
FR 


29 
Nor does ſhe naked rake about the groves, 
With hair diſhevell'd to bemoan her Loves, 
| Nor does the like a vulgar Latin Mule, | 
Tram p through the woods without her filken ſhoes ; 
Far ſofter carpets grace her ſteps, and ſeat, 
Softer than Sylvan moſs to lavage feet. 20 
And if ſhe chuſes to indulge an hour, 
Ir's hot in th'umbrage of the darkling Bower, 
But on a couch of regal feather'd down 
Where fooliſh thought ne er introduc'd'a frown. n 
Cs the Muſe, who dare aſpire oa 
And pluck the di'monds from the ſtarry ſkies : 
O had the Poet half her amorous fire, PET cody 
He'd raiſe her triumphs, and his note the higher. Hons 
But he'll invoke, while invocation's jull, i 5 "OY 3 
To ſpur his pen, as Venus ſpurs thy luſt. 1 IN 30 
Then deign dear Matron, Widow, Miſs, or Dame, = 
Two, all, or either, or which is thy name, 
(For thou'rt in life a myſtery, not in trade, 


F | Yet if approv'd the better, —honour'd Maid,) 


To aid an infant poet lately ſprung, 

From royal lewdneſs, — not Plebeian dung, 
To chant the triumphs, and exploits of A— 
Who is not quite ſo fat, yet quite as raſh, 


b, 


— 


[132] ? 


Say muſt ſhe ſing the moſt-minute affairs ? 
Done and tranſacted in the realm of: bars? ct bug Fri bel, 
But hold my Muſe, —-won't that be rather nice | -- 51181 f 0 © 
On her whoſe only paſſion's carnal dic, 74 45 Þe 
Where little good is link d, to ſo much vice; 3 
It is---ſo in a whiſper: wrap it clcann. e ade u 
More of a whore, hmm oe been. 4 2d; d 
2 ad Sin 1106 > 3hol 313 i 
How durſt you ſoar fo high; kind honour'd Maid _— 
Without invoking #ilmet's lathy ſhade, 0) ti id wet! 
Whoſe generous ſoul purſu'd this theme in en ng NA 
And rail'd at lewdneſs with his parting braten 
At laſt declar'd his ev'ry art in vain, „ ad: * Elo 2564 50 
To ſcour this lewd Augeam ſtable clean 
Preſumptuous muſe, t attempt ſo hard a cheme, off) 1563 104 
To make a limpid of 4 mudded ſtream, u b'odw 1 
When ev'ry wench, who nll li y 
Condemns the traitor, while the treaſon warms. dai 227 
But ſince my Cu won't her aid refuſe, 
Who knows what fortune, Wann Mule z - 297949 bak 
Suppoſe we but the nobler vermin rout? pi a Sur tha N. 
One poiſon's beſt, to drive another out: * E 


4 4 wats; 89191 nad 


- 
- 


. b 2 1 
— 2441 N25 110024 


41 , 
O lovely H--r- , whoſe lovelier name, | p 60 
Stood firſt, and foremaſt, in the rolls of fame ; 
Such fame, as Venus bore with Pagan Gods, 
When public ſtews ſhe made of their abodes; 
Fair Cytherea's Queen deſpis d her Lord, 
In that, Earth's Goddeſs too has kept her word; | 
Although the Blackſmith-Goddetedted Mur 
In the ſoft conflict of their am rous wars, 
And brought the whole Pantheon to bæhold. 
How his wife gave him horns, and rais'd\ her gold; 
He, gentle Blackſmith, bleſt the wanton faivns, 12790 2090 
And (like the moderns) pocketted his hans? 
But ſince old age has wrinkled her da ji 


She vows a virtuous life's:the only joy | 
Not that ſhe ee ee v Sum: 10 

But who'd imbody ſuch a piece of luſt̃; gol 
Thy fiſter, Goddeſs, Who N e bee, Ly 
For carnal acts. in the politer town, 1 gil: 


Now gravely fits, as „„ 20 Vat 5 1 2uT 

And proves her ſpbuſe, her onlyilove and care % 
What moving miracles, theſe times afford-!-': 1] 4 80 

« Lo! Lady 3 ſleeps, onſtant with her Lord.. :olicq 240 
Happy 1 it is, when females turn in time, 
And like this beauty, ever keep their Prime. 


34 
Rouge we put on, to vamp a batter'd acm, 
As crooked Fops, ſet off their corps with lace; 
What don't our Ladies owe to Pompadre -- 
She gives the ugly charms, the beauty more 
Blanches the rural, roſy Britiſh check, © - 
And if too pale, crimſons the dimple ſleek : tx! tous 
Was it at tea? before ſhe'd time to clean! 29mg d 
Did you not-ſtara. to-ſee her pebbl d face? 02 10% 
Obſerve it now | with ev'ry blooming grace. 0 
mmmh 505 39d 
You rarely meet a female with her own; N 160 


Down from the Dutcheſs Ra PO Hert wo 
All have their morning and their evening fac. 1 
What things has France exported to this iſe, 
To ſpoil our beauties, and corrupt our ſtile; 

Return em genuine, - and take back Baal. 


Thee Lucy thee, whoſe meagre ſrmutty charms, 
Diverted firſt the Soldier under der 
Or if he wanted when his guard was out, 

A little nonſenſe on the ſilent flute, 

Then you ſupinely laid your matches by, . 

And to the muſick j Join 'd the melting f ih, 3 
C f 


[6] 

Say was it there Orlando. "i the hymns? 

There did he grow enamour'd of thy limbs? . 

Dark, little, dirty fulph'rous fmelling wench, $ 20D 120 

_ Trac'd by each piſſing puppy for thy ſtench, 

O happy Knight, whoſe judgment could reg out, ö 

Such ſhining beauties, from à louſy clou ; 

Jet matchleſs Lucy do not think I blame, | 

Thy great ambition of a Lady's name, pid. 3 .624.25 l 41 

Nor do I care, how, when, or where the Kaight 

Diſturb'd thy oceans, in the ſhades of night: 

Let the world talk, for ſcandal's never dumb, © 

What beats a Lady's finger and a thumb? LO. 

How ſhall my Muſe, my Cooper now approach, A 
Exalted from a baſket to a Coach... 120 
Nothing emboldens but n 80 al n. | 
And kind indeed, if only Kind as lewd; | 

Then fay ſoft Lucy, when you rode in 3 

Why would you drive at phactonick rate? 

Suppoſe your keeper was a bit decay d? 

He was no leſs a man than you a Maid; 85 

Why fly your Sire, with thoſe pew whiten' d charms 3 

To loll and wallow in a turnkey's arms, 

And when you'd quite exhauſted Newgate's loſt, 3 

You ſeiz'd poor Palmer with as great a guſt : 1830 


* 


[7] 
Inhuman thirſt, thou very vital drain, | | 
Lewder than all the Whores in Charles's W 5 8 A 
But that, and more, thee Lucy, the'd excus d, 
Had you Ben Johnſon's tippling head reſus d; 
Where Uſher, you and Buely oft got drunk, 
And then pull'd caps with ſome leſs dirty Punk. 
When B--d--1 made his left eve will-aed wires; ; 4 
A good annuity was then thy own z - 
With this proviſo—that you'd rake no more. 


Nor play the vagrant, mercenary whore. 140 


Alas! thy many actions ſince has ſhown, 

Thou could ſt not quit the bottle and the Town, , 
Oſt has the Muſe beheld thy totr ring feet; 
And pray d that inſtant for the wideſt ſtreet z 
But then 'twas night, and little to be ſeen, 
So no great matter whether foul or clean. 
Atfam'd Bob Derrys, where the Harlots throng, 
My muſe has liſten d to thy luſcious ſong 3. 
And heard thee ſwear like worſer Drury's Punk, 


The man ſhould have thee, b hong Rs 1 150 


Cit, Soldier, Sailor, or ſome bearded Jew, 4 5 
In triumph reeling, bore thee to ſome ſtenxn. 
At other times more riotous than ldd. 
Then nought but ſwords, blood, tears, and oaths enſu'd : 


4 


18] 


So dire a conflict ſurely ne er was'known,, + 


A worſe ſedition- * n . 


* > * . . - 


Men in all Wit al e nu) "I 
Promiſcuous mingle in the doubtful ſtrife, 
Broomſticks, ſwords, poakers, ſtools, chairs, fiſts, and _ 
Together claſh, for Lucys drunken wrongs, "3. a0» 
Bowls, glaſſes, bottles, whiz about the ears, 
And wound regardleſs Citizens and Peers 2 | 


'The females blubber, kneel, ſhriek, pray and ſuear, lg | 
Tearing caps, laces, ſattins, filks and hair: 5 N 


« Now, now the city, now the army beats, {if 

Till the loud clamours teach the publick frets, - n 
Chairmen, Links, Coachmen, Waiters, Nightmen, ne 
Crowd to ſee fair pla to the Culls and Nymphs, 

The noiſe at laſt, the drowſy watchmen catch, 18 
And twirl their rattles, for their brother watch; 170 
Away they hobble, wich their lights and clubs, 

A little conſcious they Il receive the drubs ; 


This bloody, ever fighting motley crew; 
But all in vain they only ſerve to raiſe 


"The fire, as fuel to create more blaze. 


[9] 
Heard you that ruſh of woe ?—thoſe horrid cracks, 
Ten lanthorns broke, ten watchmen « on their backs; ; 
A worſer ruin Derry's never faw ; 
Two Jeus were kill'd, a Bobwig, Aer | 180 
At laſt the Conſtables with numbers beat, | 
And crown the Warriors, with a round-houſe treat, 
By them in triumph Lucys bore away, 
A captive © ucen, to wait the riſing day; 
She in her arms embrac'd a drunken Beau, 
And with him ſnor'd upon a truſs of ſtraw, 
Roſe the next morning with her batter'd corps, 
And march'd in matchleſs bronze to Fiddding's door, 
<& O let the rigid ſentence be forgot, | 
For Brideweli never was my Lucy's lot 190 
Debates being done, with Buely ſhe return d, 
And with dear Uſer, for freſh riots burn d; 5 
The Shaleſpear's Head, the Ne, and Bedford los 
Each alike profit from-my Cooper's charms. 
But oh | alas! how fully can we weep, | 
Fat Yheatherby ſunk in eternal ſleep : 
She reſts, large Queen, from kitchen's greazy "LA, 


And's wheel d in ſolemn dirge for hungry. worms. 0 
D Weep, 


W .- 


4 


[ x0 J 


Weep, weep, my Cooper, M beatberbys no more, 


A loſs like this, you never knew before; 


Uſber, Orlando, Wheatherby, are gone; 
In diſmal ſackcloth the dear worthies moan. 


The greateſt deeds a nine days wonder are, 
But Lucy laugh'd between each trembling tear; 
Sought a new ſeat for Bacchanalian chat, 

And fix'd her ſtandard at the Golden Cat ; 
Where ſhe enjoys whatever's great or low, 
The brawny Chairman, or the lathy Beau ; 
This I'll aflert—for it's her real due; 

Witty with candour, in her friendſhips true ; - 


Moves with good-nature, dignity and eaſe, 
Form d to torment the ſoul, and yet.to pleaſe : 


Eraſe thy vices with the ſliding day, 

The Muſe invites thee to attempt to pray. 
Nor let thy wit immerge thy reaſon too, 
Tho' thine is pleaſing, as its ever new. 


Fiſher thou'rt young, — but in the rolls of fame, 
Who can, or dare eclipſe a Kitts name. 
Let antique poets fing romantick loves, 


Of Ladies viſited by Bulls, or Doves, 


[ 2+ ] 
Or to their arms ſecrete—the deareſt Man, 
A vig'rous Stallion, or a diving Swan: 


Theſe trivial ſtratagems perplex no more, 


* 228 


It's deem'd an honour to be call'd a Thore. 


The faireſt, ſweeteſt, Debauchee below. 
A timber'd Son of Liffey, and a Beau, 
My Muſe maintains it, and ſhe'll prove i 00, 


Kitty, nel er harm d ſo many maids as yu. e 


Each flirting lut, on whom's beſtow d ſome Nan 
When e'er ſhe ſees thee, thrills with lewd alarms, 


Swings to the glaſs, finds beauties ſhe ne er had, 


And, fill'd with vanity, runs chariot mad. 
View Kitty Fiſher, who the other dax 
In grogram drudg'd—now raviſhingly gay, 


« Nay wore check'd aprons—that, Ive oft” been told, 
« Now ſhe wears none — but drags a train of gold; 


« Nor is ſhe handſome, that, we all allow; 

ce But peacock's feathers, beautify the daẽw. 
Then why mayn' t I as well as Fiſber paſs ? 
« The men all tell me, Im a pouting laſs, /. 

« And even witneſs by this diſmal glaſs. 


* — ry ' 
4 , p & 27 fe \ 


| wo] 


Thus: 


(12) 

Thus has thy grandeur, and ill gotten fame, 
Debauch'd the Virgin—and the darling name. 
Kitty, my Muſe will not pretend to fay, 

| Who firſt deflower d or brought thee into play: 


So many make pretenſions to the fact; 
Since you've forgot, they cannot be exact. 
Some fay an Enſign, ſome an am'rous Kwmghy, 
A Suburb 'prentice, —ſome a Serjeant Kite; 
Many have paid for't, who could well afford, 250 
A gay Sea Captain, and an old Sea Lord; 
Who of all theſe, can we the Hero dub? 
It may be one, or Alb of Arbur's elub. 


Ye Gods when future: ages read this o'er, Mey 
Will they believe, to keep a painted Whore, 
A thouſand Noblescof the Bri#7fh Line, b N 
Of diff rent ages, buld promiſcuous join??? 
Peruſe the Antientsg nothing could employ | 
So many heads, nabe Shops of ey. 8 
An Eaſtern * Fair x tonſecrate-her duſt, 10 260 
At Memphis rais dd Pyramid of luſt: * 
And lovely Lais of Nunacrias + Iſle, an e 


Who all the youth of Corinth did defile, 
| 2 Cheop” s daughter, + Sicily. 


Whoſe 


[73] 


Whoſe greedy, thirſty, mercenary ſoul, 

The greateſt preſents only could controul ; 
Our Lords, like ſage Demoſthenes, ne er ſaid: 
But buy repentance, at the Harlot's bed. 
Nor Philip's mad, enthuſiaſtic ſon, 

When thro' the Eaſt, his arms victorious run, | 
In his debauches ne er exceeded this, 270 'J 
Tho' grand Perſep lis flam'd, to pleaſe his Miſs s. 4 i 
One man may err, like Alexander drunk ; ** 1 
But who would club, to feed a craving punk. 


But tell me, Kitty, where was all thy art ? 
Amongſt theſe numbers not to ſteal an heart ; _ 
When ſep'rate you enjoy d the wining man, 5 | 
What could reſiſt a well laid bedded plan? | 
Then where were all thy mercenary ſchemes ? _ 4 
To loſe the ſettlement, the beſt of themes. rt | 


It was thy dullneſs, and thy ſnowy touch, | 230 

Or man had never thought he loy'd too much. Ws” 
Who beſides thee, pray would not ſweat and toy, . 
1 T'imbibe at once ſome profit and ſome j joy d 1 


Nay bear one Heir to all—a lovely boy. 
E Wy A nurſe 


LU) | 
A nurſe who's ſkill'd, in all the Goſlip's clack, 


To ev'ry Cully will a likeneſs tack, 


Swears he's a Duke's, a Biſhop's, or a Lord's, 
And with a ſtriking feature, prove her words. 

O Kiich think, had you but mov'd in tune, 
What mighty things your ſon, and you had done; 
Den Cleopatra with her orient grace, 

Was but a Gipſſe to thy lovlier face: 

You might have ſhone, he  out-whip'd Phaeton, 


And drove the Chariots of the Srars and Sun. 
Oh! ſhame and ſcandal to thy charms and birth, 


To hobble in, a Yis2 vis on Earth. 

The only thing amongſt that mighty club, 
Entitles thee a monumental dub 

Was, when a noble Lord had caufe to rue 
The paying twice for what he could not do; 
The deed by Matrons will recorded ftand, 
* A Lord in bed with Venus, —and unman'd.” 
This was a merry, and a witty deed, 
Surpaſling all the beauties of thy ſteed; 

Say, did that mincing, ſpotted Palfrey run? 
Th lay thee down in earneſt, or in fun: 
Unpoliſh'd Horſe, to be ſo nobly rid, 


And flirt, and gambol, like a wanton kid. 


290 


Suppoſe 


[15] 
Suppoſe 47 Rider really made thee proud ? 
Why little Pye-ball'd,—why fo very rude ?. 
Saint George himſelf, ne'er rode a ſofter pace, 
Nor like thee, Atty, mov'd with ſuch a grace. 
My Muſe ſhe weeps, O had it been a mare! 
My own dear Pega/us had got an heir. 


But worſe than that O this—e'en makes her bleed: 


Lo] Hermitage upon the pye- ball d Steed. 


Some doubts ſhe has, and may they prove no worſe: 


4 Beware you fall, no lower than your horſe: 
Remember this, and from a Muſe who's juſt, 
Thy man's a bankrupt both in purſe and luſt; 
And tho' the Sun ſhines, yet may fortune frown, 
And quite reduce, boch him, and Mrs. Bromm F. 
Mankind's deceitful, you have had your frying, 
Remember L—/—: ware a brilliant ring. | 
Kitty repent, a ſettlement- procure, 
Retire, and keep the Bailitts from the door. 


"EXT 


310 


1 


4 


Too well thou'rt known, too long you've avon the whore, | 


Put up with wrinkles, and pray paint no more: 


No more thou'rt thought a ſubject for the . tho 


Reject Miſs Kitty, for plain Mrs. Brown.' 


| + Her natne as Houſe-Keeper. 


| t 16 ] 

E Eoucfria Hermitage; an anſwer deign ? 
Why for a Moor, quit genteel D-—/—n ? 
The fault (like all thy ſex) is not in you, 
You did your beſt, he wanted ſomething new: 
Women by uſe, increaſe their love and joy, 
But men more variable, diſguſt, and cloy: 
Thus like a crab-louſe clings the haggard ſcold, 
The more you ſcratch, it keeps the firmer hold. 
Is it thy am'rous diſpoſition fay ? | 
That lulls thee with the black Arabian Dep, 
Their nature's hotter, and their colour's rare, 
And that's ſufficient to allure a Fair. | 
But tell me Hermitage, amongſt the ſons 


of Butchers, Draymen, Brewers, Chairmen, Bums? 


Could you not find a ſturdy youth to pleaſe? 
And give thy meretricious paſſions caſe ? | 

Is ſuch thy conſcience, appetite, : and want, 
That Tripoli can give what Britain can't? 
Purſue the ſcheme, enjoy the ſwarthy race, 
Till they perceive the vizard of thy face. 


But here obſerve the Juliet of her days, 
Fall'n from the pinnacle of public praiſe. 


240 


. 


Oft 


[ 17 ] 
Oft with encomiums has the Playhouſe rung, 
Enraptur'd with the muſic of thy tongue, 
Oft has the Virgin ſympathiz d thy doom, 
And wept for Juliet in the ſilent tomb; 
Nor griev'd we leſs when Bellamy withdrew, © 
Yet we forgave thee for the golden vie p. 
How did the Town applaud thy happy choice, 
Altho' in thee ſhe loſt the ſweeteſt voice? 
But if the ties of mother will not bind, 


How weak are Women, ignorant, and blind 1 5 


Not all the rhet'ric of a Courtier's tongue, 

Or that of mother from thy tender young, 
Were found ſufficient to ſubdue thy luſt, 

Tho' quite corroded, by corroſive ruſt. 

When M*** had thee, ſuch a deed as — 
Was merely modiſh, and became a — ty 
But yet his tenderneſs, could not ſubdue, |, ... 


That thirſt of dear variety in you: / vo zan slad w 2 


All he could ſay that itch could not ſeth e, bio 


To bind the Mother to the lovelieſt Boy. 
But ſince Old Time has worn the dimple leck, 
And furrow'd wrinkles o'er the bluſbing cheek, 


Who would imagine you would play the whor © fr . : 


And fly in raptures to the Ir. iſb ſhore? | 
F 


[48] 
But women crave while man's à drop to give, 
Nor ceaſe to luſt, until they ceaſe to hve. _ 
If cer theſe lines ſhould'reach' thy fhinty heart, * 
Fly to thy babes —and act the mother's part; 8 380 
But if they'll not induce thee to return, | 
Diſgrace, and ſhame, muſt ſeal a Juliet s urn. 
With regal grace Per fills the fretting = 
And would do honour to the train, and page; 
But now ſhe's chang d the operative plan, | | 
To ſleep in peace, wich an endearing man. Framed. + 
The awful Theatre of late's become, HAAS 0929: 909? 
A mere receptacle for various ſcum; 
Thou might as well have ſav d thy fpouting pains, 1 
And clung with honour, to thy honeſt grains; 82 390 
If H*;, a Siſter Muſe, muſt do thee right, N 
Thou'rt Envy's ſelf—vrith all thy Sexs ſpite; þ 
Of all thy ſtamp, the moſt carniv'rous Trull, , 
Adam's whole race, rad d grapple as one Cull. 


Behold, what's here! a lovely Form of j joys 
A fairer Hellen, far a greater Troy ; mis | 
How could pollution. ſuch a Genius wed? _ 
A genius worthy of the chaſteſt bed. 
How came ſhe loft in ignorance and ruſt 3 


A common proſtitute, to common luſt; TL 400 
| Mur--y 


(19 ] 
Mur—y if cer thy deeds, or Summer plays, 
Deſerv'd encomiums, or the publick's praiſe, | 
'Tis now, for introducing to the light,, 
The peerleſs Elliot, for the Town's delight. bo 
Let Poets wrangle, and be-rhyme thy Muſe, 
Contemn the papers, and the two reviews; © 
Let them for barren Pindus Hill contend; 
Decline the low pretenſion Maiad friend; 
Let witling's ſnarl, let George's Coffee · Houſe ſneer; | 
Let Midwife Bogmaids, drop the muddy tear, 410 
Let all the Scrubs of bare Parnaſſus bawl, OO 
Let Lloyd prepare the coffin and the pall ; | 
Exert thy talents to- their higheſt pitch, = 5 
Then with thy Waiads wallow in FO 6 


Thou'ſt nurs'd and mais a — for the tage, 
At once to laſh, and pleaſe a frantick age : - 
Pritchard, Yates, Gibber, now are all undone, - 
Clive, Hart, and Pope, muſt either hide or run: 
Theſe are thy triumphs, thy exploits O Poll, "*i6 
What pretty things you've done, with tol——de—roll. 420 
Let Garrick ſheath his Shake/pear's tragick knife, 7207 
Bind up the antient plays, and Jealous Wife, 


191 
Play on my Sons the Citizen and Maid, 
But dread the Ro/ciad, and implore his aid; 


Let Managers anonimouſly ſue, _ 
And beg my Lord to grant the Wiſbes too, 
The King protects you, let the play perplex, 
And with pay'd B halloo,—Ytvat Rex. 
How well harangu'd, when Harlequin's to preach, 
He has no right t'invade the realms of ſpeech ; 430 
We've never heard a patent that he ws 
To hide ſuſpicions of his not being mad ; 
My Muſe don't mean thee Whirly-gig to hs ; 
It woud been better, had you till been dumb. 
Tet till my "lk Sons the vict ry's great, 

« See Rich and Garrick, bow bencath your fcet :” 
And may my Hooper ſtill appear as new, 
To all the Town, as {he appear'd to you. 

What's tripping here more lively than the reſt, 

If mirth is bliſs, then ſhe's ſupremely bleſt : 440 

Tis Nancy Dawſon; at a nearer ken, . FA, 
Fam'd to delight the Fair, and pleaſe the men; 
Thy motions Maney are beyond diſpute, | 
Nor does the fame they've got thee S—5—7 doubt 
Only for houſe- rent has that Jockey rode ? 
Or does he ride, as in Love © la node? 


1 


[21] 
If fo, I've done; it proves you really kind. 
I think he rides too heavy, tho behind: 
Tho! you can't bear the whip, but yet the ſpur, 
You'r game Egad—too much for ſuch a cur.. 
Well, dance on Nancy, keep the beaten rout, 
And burn your Rider, as you was burnt out: 
Nor leave poor Ken ay in the flames to fr lt 
Poll by the whip and ſpur, will run and die, © N 
Steel to the bottom, only rather hot; 159 369 
But time and ruſt the faireſt things will rot: 
In trot or gallop, you ſo pleaſe theſe days; 2 5 160d 


Sure you muſt amble pe a © 3dvob a0 
But fince it's faſhion, and if . ö 22507 hi aK 

I d rather drive you in a Fs u. old dr «id of 
Forgive a chatt ring, fimple, wanton Mag, 2 228100 
She cannot mean you for the Livery's uſe. | „ rr 28 1 
But Mrs. Ver for the various foot. 
I never heard, the little Gipſy cut. t 023 vin 


Incline thine ear, and Madam Marr t wee ß 
Who ruin'd all, by an extatick leap. "mud Sd o 
What can have harm'd our gay 1talian Belles? 
To make ſweet Petit dance at Saaler s Wells. 
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[ 22 J 
Have courage Muſe, for Courage you addreſs, 
Aſpire like her, but ne er diminiſh leſs. 470 
Say, Female Banker, will you condeſcend 01. T 
Teyſpare a trifle, to a Muſe, your friend? 
Tis true ſhe's old, but common never known, 
And yet no ſtranger to a ſenſual town; 
She's ſlept with men, of ev ry rank and age, 
Down from his Highneſs, to his humble Page 
But want will viſit oft” the Noble's door, | 
And when the outfide's rich, the infide's poor; 
Grant a few ſcores at what per Cent. you will, 
Nor doubt my honour, on a trivial bill. 480 
Thus in your nets, as preying Spiders lie, | | 
Hi ſeize the harlot, as they. ſeize the fly; 
Grant a few pounds, at double premium full, 
Then rreſt the huſſy with ſome- dying Cull. 
The worſt I wiſh, is, really to thyſelf, 
C Only to ſtarve on ſuch ill-gotten pelf.” 
What could a Knight ſee in thy ugly face, 
To be hum-bug'd of fifty pounds of lace ? 
But that's not rare, for thouſands have before, N 
Paid for a maiden-head, and bought a whore. 490 


Of all the Daughters Venus ever had, 
So fair as Fordyce none, or half bs mad; 


The 


| L 23 ] | 
The greateſt pleaſure that ſhe ever choſe,-! 14 14 7 
Was, to ſet friends together by the noſe 5/4 
Or riot at the Roſe, or Bedford Altmbyts 010) iu ot lun 


And fire the Bob-wigs, to diſpute her charms Waist! ol. 250 3281 T * 


* a * 5 223 . | ; "4 
Her paſſion riot, for ſhe'd none for drink, 
Her taſte and will, deliver'd in a wink z: 17 
Few men ſhe choſe, but fewer ſtill admir d. 


Chineſe and carnal arts, but little fir sj 30h 


But where ſhe lov'd, no barriers: could: prevent. 
To give a mutual joy, was all ſhe meant: 
Two things ſhe bore, amongſt her ſex but rare. 
Contempt of money, andia foe to e th ß ô ao nobel 
Friend to a Mercer, and a ſcarlet coat. 
Ever receiving, but without a groat. Gt. £29169 cf Ar N 
Ne'er build, ye fair, upon her hated plan 
To fly from room: to room, from man to man z 2vobn:: 208 
Pauſe here my Muſe, nor Aa Lc Oer D 
She now lives —_— with the 4 Lord. ro 


* ” 
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If female ſafinels, * Wa W 1 
May, in the Muſes records, claim a place, F 
Dunn muſt not paſs unſung, — there are I know, 
Some ſnarling few, the Muſes wrath: below. 


N 
N 
; 


[C 24 ] 
Some wretches dead to nature and to n ' 
Who love to find out faults, in excellence. 
Faults ſhe hath ſome, and all with Scene 
That one ſo fair ſhould ever prove untrue: 
_ 'Tis ſtrange the Ladies, to ſet a 
Will ever deviate from the paths of truth :, - 


* 


A reputation, on ſo weak a baſe; 
Somewhat too vain, in' 66) 
An antient lineage drawn from Gads and — 


But leave ſuch arts to thoſe, whoſe form _— fl 


Helps weak as theſe, to fan loves dying fires. 


Bleſt in thyſelf deſpiſe the- thoughts af irace,* > | 


We aſk no parents for ſo fair a fac: 


The rigid judge — — ; 


But candour triumphs; ſinding them foftew;; 

Scarce would he wifi thoſe blemithes ere, 
Was ever Venus. yet Without a Spot? 
That thou art Woman, we have known 1 


I never thought thee Tels Bor-wHh'd thee more. 


But what a falling from the noble plan, 
To quit ten worthies for a worthte man ! 


My muſe ſhe hints, An heir apparent begs, 
Loaded with riches, to divide thy legs: 


Miſtaken notion, — ae „odo ol 2 


520 


She 


281 
She knows thy genius too well to reſuſe, | 
Then ſpread to him, and hear a fimple Muſe. 
Submit in all, and neer attempt to rule, 
But keep the baubles, if you loſe the fool. 
Remember this, for by a friend it's told, 


“ Reject your new acquaintance, for your old.“ 52 


Behold a face, as fair as great in fame, 
A very Venus, with an Hervey's name; | 

High in the known venereal liſt ſhe ſtands, _ 
Fam d for the lovelieſt legs, the faireſt hands: 


| She bears one fault, as ſuch, we muſt impeach. 


If with Adonis—ſhe would eat her peach; 
She is the Cytberea of the land, 

And built her Temple, but it would not ſtand... 
Induſtr'ous Fair, ſhe ſpar d no corp ral pains, 


Nor S:retfield neither, to encreaſe their gains oy ct 


What could declare ſo ſoon, the Bankrupt Pair, 
But want of Cattle, faſting, freſh, and fair? 
Cauſes ſufficient, to bring in the Bums, 


So ſtop'd,—as City Kings, for greater ſunn 8 wy 


If a ſtagnation proves in all the trades, 
Of Corn, oil, tea, tobacco, harlots, maids, 
Buſineſs in courſe immediately muſt drop, | 


And, like Miſs Hervey, each muſt ſhut up ſhop. 


H 
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The 


[26 ] 

The coronation cauſes. want of fiſh, 

And fleſh, nay ev'ry other common diſh ; 

The torn down huſſies ſome ſev'n years ago, 

Trim up once more, to flaſh, and make a ſhow ; 

They will not vend, as erſt they did, their ware, 

But all keep brac'd, for renovation fair; 

Wait for the Company's return to town, 

And even twiſt their noſes at a crown : 

The only place to find what's nice and rare, 

Is in the Abbey, or the ſcaffold fair: 

F Prebends, Deans, Deacons, now torment no more 

Their dog d- ear d Bibles, to the blue-coat poor; 

Their holy charge, with rev'rence is reſign d, 

To things more modern, worldly, and refin d; 
Sermons, Pſalms, Leſſons, never waft a care; 
No prieſts ſo happy, as when free from pray -r 5 

As for the reliques of the brave, and Juſt, 


Peace they muſt keep, they've had their duſt to duſt, 


If ought would wiſh to ſhed the pious tear, 
*Tis marble buſts, for want of mattin pray'r 3 
(In which the genius of Noubiliac's ſeen, 
Surpaſling all that are, or e er have been.) 
But theſe will never toll the morning bell, 

A long vatation, makes the caſſock ſwell. 


370 


580 


[27] 

Why grieve the loſs of trade Herozyan fair * ar nat 
When the ſame cauſe effects Our daily pray rn 8. rl 
Reſide in peace till pageant times are o er, ; 6 Ha 
You'll never be a bit th inferior whore. 


What's here | a doubtful, viſionary fair, 2124 
That, like a juggler's ball, is here, and there 5: -- © 19007 
Stole from the confines of the old Zeb Queen. 
But for the univerſe, would not be ſeenz 1 1 1147 nf 
« Why gentle Charlatte did you not repair, 
« At the appointed time to drown my c, {uo nn 0 Lak 
« Þ wrote, 1 ſent five Porters up and down, | 
« Tore down the bells, and tore this Bagnio gowns 
hut heard no tidings of my joy and wiſh,” d, 
« Abus d the waiters, raving oh my Pit 600 
« My Maid was out, Irav'd and tore my hair 
. Your billet kiſs d, return'd it back with care: 


« But why not break the wafer, gentle Belle? 8. 
My tears declare I cannot read or ſpell.” . 
The honeſt ſpeech, ſo pleas d the rapturous youth, * 
He claſp'd dear Charlotte, as a Country truth, * 


See Charlotte Hays, as modeſt as a faint, 
And fair as ten years paſt, with little paint; 
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[ 28 | 

Bleſt in a taſte which few below enjoy, - EI | 
Preferr'd a priſon, to a world of joy: fink 2:17 42:Gf0 
With borrow'd charms, the culls th' unwary ſpark, 

And by th Inſolvent Act, parades the Park. 


Aloſe at her heels, trips fairer Nancy V ane, 
Entomb'd ſev n years, and lo] ſhe's roſe again! 
Refraught with goods, diſplays a Deardian ſhop, 
And hums by turns, the Ver ran, and the Fop. 
Thus art and ſtratagem encreaſeth trade, 

And Welch, on noma 


There without: ts * will: appear, aw 
In matchleſs Maſſey, little worſe for wear: D 84 00 
Bend here, ye harlots, with unſeigned grace 1 
And own coſmeticks, never touch'd the face. 
She never vended goods unduty paid, 
Nor gave one daub, to mend a batter d trade; 
Juſt as ſhe bedded, roſe the peerleſs laſs, 
Nor never turm d to uſe the pocket glaſs: 
A venal trick, trump:d up by batter d jades, 
And practis'd now by all the twirl-mop maids, 
Unmatch'd ſhall peerleſs: Maſſey grace my lay, 
Nor want one guinea, while a: Mule can pay. 630 
5 O giddy 


＋ 29 57 

O 4 muſe—indelible reproach, 

To paſs Miſs Davis, tho ſhe's loſt her Coach: 
Say, pretty Polly, will you deign a nod . 

She humbly kiſſes, thy poſterior rod; 0 £27 et UE”, 

But if you'll, not, the tickler you. muſt uſe, DINE ve” 

And as you flog, the V. ef rant, flog the Muſe. 1 
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Hold! hold ! thy, hand, my Fir i ingenk Re ö 
Commit not "facrilege ok dire deſpair! 8 . 3 
2208 Le i. 20 28 Yi 


Obſerve the form, that thou * E to 4 = 


ed IL-3 5. Ts £1 T7 3- 2811 47 


A ſiſter beauty, bleſt with ev'ry charm |, 40 85 1 0 6g 
O pretty Poli / will nought thy i ire reſtrain ; 

Muſt a poor Muſe. for Nitty plead in van? 
Won't all the powers of Renzlagh witadand. g MN 
The little ruin, of thy little hand? . „ $31: 15 mate 
O ſhame, Miſs Polly,' to thy worlkip'd XY G mo 


Not to regard the grandeur of the n, A0 0 23928 
But ruſh to battle without fear or care, 

Nor ſpare my Lord. nor ſpare his Ladies hair; 
O what a body | with a.ſoul- ſo big! 
To beat the powder from a Noble s wig: 2 N | 
Great was the.conqueſt, in that awful place, 
But oh | the exit, was a dire e 


4 


Thee, of all harlots, joy portray d to pleaſs,. 4 
To cool the mind, and give => © body eaſe: 


1 30 y 
Granted an art, peculiar to thy bed 4, ebb 
To lay the living; and to raiſe the N 
Since fleſh is frail, and ſubject to ith 


Luck, from the blackeſt rhyme, e thee Caps. 


But lo ! what's here, that interrupts the PE e | 
Something rough, painted, ugly, bold, and long, lp 5 "668 
The Proteus, Si—p—ns, fam'd for Tegs ny ſhape, n 
Sly as a ſox, and antiek as an ape: : * 

She has this prudence, 600 to retain her <ull, amb 
"And like the Cretan * dame, conceals her Bull.” 


: Ain: 711 ch Nnuon N T J 0 
Muſe drop the curtain, nor behold tis 1 
Two ſiſters glory ing ia c fact: lo 15 5c; b ts: A 
Shrink at theſe times, like darker days e 1 963i] 2d 
Two fiſters playiggwith one n thewhare- 1 one 
Repent O Gar—4s, quit the B50 ene 21 10. 


Nor eber together in the Nou be Renn : 0? 6 
Next lend Je whe ge ook," 9 
0 ſpare a Siſter, ſpare St. Fonts S | yood 8 r O 


Eearn her to hate a ſenſual; wicked tomn, q 992 2229 01 
. N 
View a continuance of th inceſtuous ſtene! 


O would ſome ks virtue intervene. ! 
* Paſphe. t The fen where ſhe's 'prentice. 
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[ 37 ] 
And lead the Ig with a conſcious! ſhame, 
To weep their greateſt loſs, their virgin name. | 
O royal Hampton, thy belov'd retreat. 
Is fam'd for all that's elegant, and feet 5 
Thy Slvan Shades the chaſteſt beauties throng, 
The nobleſt ſubject of the poets ſong: = | 
Say, what could cauſe a Noble to deſtroy, 
Two lovely Virgins, chaſtity and joy ? 
What cou'd provoke the dire inceſtuous gu, 
To murder Virtue, for the fake of luſt ? 
And then ignobly to deny ſupport, 9 
Stood caſt, and cenſur d, in a public court; 
Like a L—d M—r, who for ſome marriage feat, 
Did, at St. Ms, pennance in a ſheet. 
But th' eldeſt g- -e like a knowing wiſe/ 
Obtain'd a weighty ſettlement for life.  ,-- 
Learn then of her, ye fair, who's fair and kind, 
To grant no favours, till the 8 ing d. 


Behold Miſs Loftit, in 2 younger days, © | 
Whoſe greateſt paſſion was the thirſt of praiſe: 
Her dreſs requird a noble to ſupport, : 
And not inferior to the gay at court; 
Whole curſt extravagancy prov'd the bane, 
The woe, the ruin, of the worthieſt ſwain ; 
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At laſt when youth had loſt its power to pleaſe, 

Her beauties torn by riot and diſeaſe; 
When hunger crav'd, and dreaded Bailiffs came, 
When debts encreas'd, and credit fled her name, 
To ſtop a while theſe ever thirſting foes, - 
She fold another's furniture and cloaths ; 
Detected in a crime, cher ſcorn and hate, 
In horrid Mæu gate wept” h her horrid fate: 


There ſhe receiv'd the ſentence of her crime, 
And hopes tranſported to a milder clime, 710 
Beware ye fair, tho' ne er ſo high in fame, | 
Ye re not like her; immerg d in endleſs ſhame. = 
What's pregnant here, fo very big and rare, 
The ftrong reſemblance of a country-fair ? ; 
Bleſt ſhe's in that, and bleſt with vig'rous youth, 
But Cl—m—7s never deviates into truth. 
Above the reſt, her genius I prefer, 
For who can propagate a lie like her. 
She's fick, ſhe faints, ſhe's dead, well, rich, 3 poor, EY 
All at a breath, —but rarely 'bove an hour. DE 720 
<« See at her feet an humble ſuppliant kneel,” 
To plead a paſſion, he's not ſenſe to feel, Fi 
5 In 


| I. 33 
In ſcraps of plays, and many a tortur'd line; 
Hums, ahs, and foams, to tell her ſhe's divine 3 


Starts, pauſes, groans, then raves, with clinched: fiſt, ; | | 
A King, then.ſwain, now Ghoſt, Ii, 1, ob iff t © | 
Gives father, mother, friend, and her this line, 78 | 
Let Ceſar have the-world, if Sally's mine. | | 


The youth ſhe kiſs d, and with a Syren's grate, © © | | 
Declar'd the child was his,—and nam'd the place: 730 
Another comes, another, and two more, | | 
The whole ſhe hums, and would as many ſcore; 

Lords, Knights, and Captains, Commoners, and Scribes,, _ 
Each draws. the purſe—as he the ſtuff imbibes : 1 
Each claims his right, ſhe proves the child his own; 
Yet all the while 'twas got by Mr. Tum. | 
The whole is ſettl'd, but the infant's. name; 26 
Who kindly died the very day it came. 

Of all the Nymphs, that Venus ever bred, 

Of all the living, and of all the dead,, 0 
None ever had the cunning, and the art, | 
To thumb the guineas, and to ſteal the heart: 

She hums the Ver ran, for the youths regards, 

And plays in turns on him the harlot's cards 

This is her maxim,—and as good, as true, 


Some men for profit, ſome for pleaſure. too. 1 
K Davis, 
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| Davis, a ſecond Circe, in her wiles, 

Who, Syren-like, enchants ye, and beguiles ; 
You may as well drink of that witch's bowl, 
As let this Gif/y captivate your ſoul : 

Sings, ſwears, and riots o'er the ſparkling wine, 
Until ſhe makes ye, like Ulyſſes, —ſwine. 

The Roſe and Shake/pear owe a deal to thee, 


Begot by lewdneſs upon infamy ; 
Which tender name thy genius has retain'd, 


And by the epithet thou'ſt thouſands gain'd. 

In younger days, when Proſtitution found, 

And took thee, grovelling from thy mother ground, 
When thy ambition had no higher calls 

Than following Carmen, to pick up their coals; 
Or raiſe a laugh, to ſhow thy greater art, 

Steal a ſew handfuls from the loaded cart; 
Perhaps, to raiſe a mob, a ſiſter fight, | 


Or with a Chairman grunt away a night: 

Theſe were thy triumphs thy' exploits before, 
The blackeſt Princeſs of a common ſhore ; 
Where oft thou'ſt grop d for iron, not in vain, 


And fifted cinders high, in Gray's-Inn-Lane. 


Who wou'd imagine from ſo mean a thing, 


80 fair a face, ſo ſweet a Strum cou d ſpring : 


730 


Shocking 


[35 ] 
Shocking it was ſuch eyes as thine ſhou'd be 


Hidden in filth, and worſer infamy. 95 770 

Betſy, delight and raviſh with thy tongue, Be 
Nor mind the Cinder-heap from whence you ſprung : : | 
Remember this, ** repent in time and pray, | | 
For muſhrooms riſe and periſh in a day. | 


Thy deeds, O Poll / deſerve an abler pen, 
To paint thy devaſtations brought on men; | 
Tho thou art living, yet they're obſolete, . [ 
If ought perpetuates, it's ſome endleſs gleet : 
You had your hot, nay and your Cold-Mell too, 

And he that dabbl'd did his dabble ru; 780 


I know you ſhone, 1 know you knew to pleaſe, 3 
And pickle ſome too with the French diſcaſe. 


Look down my Muſe, for thou in all muſt rule, 
And ev'ry praiſe in ſtore confer on Pool; 
A Venus drawn with all Apollo's ſkill, 
To wound in colours, and in life to kill: 
4 As good as fair, in all ſurpaſſing kind, ; 
The gentleſt manners with the trueſt mind. £ " 
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O] what a ladder has the Mule to mount, 1-424 i Dog uh | 
Jo reach the ſtraiteſt, yet the deepeſt fount ! 790 


[ 36 ] 


Soſt, rough, and ſmooth ; hard, warm, hot, wet and dry, 
All melting beauties to the dulleſt eye. 

Confeſs d by Connufſeurs whom pleaſures move, 

The bliſs of mortals is the bliſs of love. 

Ceaſe, Virtuoſi, ceaſe your ſearch of ſtones, 

Of medals, plants, and deluge bury'd-bones, 

Here is a ſearch more deep, more dark, more tough, 
And more worth probing than your Mummy ſtuff : 
Contend no more, embrace this ſearch with glee, 

While ye can grope, and ſpectaeles can ſee. 800 
Thee, K—1—y, thee, whom ſilver d Lackeys wait, 
Repeating honours of Corintbian ſtate; 

The muſe ſhe quotes not thy more Juv'nile names, 

True, you've bore many, and more true their fames ;, 
Thy fame, whate er the muſes yorely ſung, 


Is not inferior, K—/—y, tho it's young: 


And if thy favours ever are forgot, 


May long attendance be the Poet's lot. | 


Now let my Muſe—ſing what ſhe's never fung,, 
And name the perfect, lovely pourtrait Young ; 810 
One, tho' not chaſte, yet is divinely fair, 
As good as beautiful, and kind as rare: 
4 4 a In 


37 J 
In her the lovely and the lively meet, Gef 95684 
She's all that's juſt, agreeable, and ſweet; 5 
She's all the ſofteſt tenderneſs of doves, | 
But ever jealous of the man ſhe loves; 
Bleſt in each charm that can adorn. the mind; 
Polite with dignity, by love refin d- 


In manners courteous, in affections true, e 1 820 
In converſe, ever pleaſing, ever new; \ L 'y 1488 


Smooth as the gentle ſtream, - her gentler ſoul, 

Anxious to pleaſe, and eaſy. to controul::;- ' 

She's what a man may juſtly. name: his Dear, 1 O03: i 
With rapture love, and to offend muſt fear; 1 aide 
Truth, with Humanity, did once rebel, {11,3 M 

To ſpare a wretch,, that would not ſpare Miſs Bull: 

Behold ! ſhe moves with ev:ry goodneſs fraught, [ 
And acts what thouſands only have been. nn * ml Ln 


Ladies peruſe this copy of the Fair, 830 
And practiſe this, which is not half her ſuare; 1:46 b 
The Muſe would ſing, the. Muſe her note would.raiſe;, "2501 
But finds her voice inferior to thy praiſe: 0 S ¹ 
Accept the tribute of her honeſt tongue, ads bo 1 hf 
Tore omiſſions, dear forgiving Tena: en ach rae 2 

Here turn my Muſe, behold, che pomp of woe!” : x | | i 


and the dirge how flow, 
L Whores, 


T he dull proceſſion, 
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[39] 
Whores, Bawds, and Pimps, make up the grateful e 
To mourn the bodies that the Devil's ta en. 
An hundred watchmen, with their lights and polls 840 
Proceed, but now omit their midnights calls; 
Ten ragged green girls, for the gardens praiſe, 
| With tops of leeks, and nettles ſtrew the ways 
Then big in fleſh ſee mother Zaft/mrith ſtride, 
With Gould, and Gaudby, waddling by her fide, 
To bear their trains, behind three pages creep, 
Hill, Yews, and Doddington, almoſt aſleep : 
Then two, by two, a dozen Bagnio pimps, 
Behind them move, ' as many torn down nymphs : 100 
Next from each playhouſe, with the falt-box come, 850 
A ſnuffer, ſweeper, Trumpeter, and Drum; 
Then, /olur, hops a dull Orcbęfiran flute, 
Behind him waddles a theatrie Mute; 
Now, of each Houſe, five under-ſtrappers came, 
Behind, as many Gwinea Tits of fame, 
Dreſs'd in a flimſy, unbecoming woe, 
[ Pumping for tears, but not a tear will flow ??: Y 
The chief of theſe, for' wegus anf ſeanda} known 295 8 
Miſs Innis ſhe, no viler upon town: | 
Behind her four of leſs ignoble . eb 860 
EXböymer, Moor, Mirthell Drodeda their names, 7 ab 
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[39] 
Jenkins, and pretty Biddy Wing field bore 1 731 
The tatter'd enſigns, of the tatter'd Corp: i bas wh. 
Behind them Brabſant, Benſon, Cook, and Bland, 
Then Carey, /olus, with a nightman's wand; iis wah 
Next mov'd fix Bailiffs, hung with horrid writs, - 10 
Which almoſt frighted Gardner into fits, D 4 ror 
Who behind them, aſſum d her awful Rand, - * 
With a memento mori in her hand 


In ſolemn cloaks, juſt hired for the tige, 376 
Ten Bagnio Chairmen, hobble on, in rhyme, W 
Follow'd by Crawford, Hambleton, and Trail. 


Who, for the night, had juſt obtain'd a bail ; 3 vo DA 
With Whips revers d, twelve Hackney Coachmen: _ | 
Then Sagroe fair, and Buckley the below d. 
Spencer, Gore, Monday, King ſborough and Gold, 

March d on as folemn as St. Pauls is toll dz: 
Above the reſt, majeſtic E/liot's ſeen, i ri 74 coed 
Deck'd in a modern mantle of  pea-green;+ zj 
Her right-hand filld with things unfit to tell, 3880 
The left, the bloody knife that-flew Miſs B; 
Stamford and Loudon walk'd in flaming re. 
And Giferd with a piſs- pot on her head, ws) 3343 
In which the incenſe for the ſacred ri te 
Was neatly cover d from the vulgar's fight; war 7 Bum tA 


[ 49. ] 
Behind her came a female pop-ſhop- groupe, 439 
Caſſels and Parſons, milliners a troop'; 
(Moaning their debts, in which the * dead, 
And what the latter with, to India fled;) ö 
Solus, advanc'd a ſolitary blade, aut otras T- 75 5 vor 890 
Crown d with a paper Cap, of bills he'd paid, Bi 
Silent and fad, as any Rogue coud be, | 
That Halter d rode, to dreaded Tyburn'tree: 
Behind, in ſnowy: ſattin, Holmes advanc'd, 
In ſpite of ev'ry pious effort danc'd : | 
High on a wand the will of Donglaſe hung, 
And Ber the praiſes of the Donor ſung; in o. 
Round her five infants, fam'd for ſhrilleſt ſounds, 
Alternate echo d,. Holmes froe hundred pounds. * 1 
High above all was fam d Sal Parker ſeen, 900 
Dreſs d in a ſooty, diſmal bumbaſin; 


Drawn by three horſes in a muddy wain, 

Hired at the George in antient Drury- Lane; 

Her hands alternate oer each mourner's head, 

Ordure, with opium mix d, profuſely ſpread ; 

Three Negro boys, of curſt Antigua's clime, 
Deputed Cupids, for the diſmal time; 

Wain groan'd, wheels groan'd, with the weighty charge, 
As muddy Thames does with my Lord Mayor's barge : 


Two 


[ar] 


Two Gambian Virgins fan d the Paikted Dal, Wia. 
And two more * bore an. Ana par-alol;” & 1-9! Gu ba 
Next, to make up the motley, Howling Pack; ns ! of l 17 
A Steed bore Bence and Harden back to back $2193 2 47 tg 
Walkers, full eighty, from the Strand appear; agi d 1? _ . 
As many Garden ſhoe-blacks, grace the rear 890 Fare bag on W 
A thouſand links on either ſide for grief, 8 aa r 1 
Weep as they burn, and Buckturt jo! theif Chief ohe ry 
Thus, from the realnis of honour'& Drip came, 1 200 
This grand N to he Card Fine, pn t 175 bag: 6 


Of which fam'd D—ry wa was 


And tho' in function greateſt” yer was leaſt;. $ 
When all were gather'd in the hallow'd rails, 
Bob, from a baſket, ef Ape. hails l 


« Were here aſſeinbrd on t& nobleſt A 4 1b J; 
To mourn, great "Douglefe, "TP bedtherhy; "amid 
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And lay the ghoſt of Devirijot that Rallkgoft 15 aro , 
And frights the Watchmen in their ee ai 17 


And bind Miſs Caſft's ever reſtleſs ſoul 92 : 


25D 


1446 5 


Who ſhocks the Hum hums with her cloſer howl; 7 


And to exhort each godly pious whore, 
To live, and die, as they have done before: 


This faid, he took the pot from Gifford" 8 1 
Apd oer a crazy f ſtall; the incenſe ſpread; 
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10148.) 
Which Buckburſ fir'd,—by. order, with his link, | 
And thro' the mob, che wind diffus d the ſtink; 
When lo again the prieſh, dread filence broke, 15 
And thus renew d his grating, diſmal eroak : 5 
Earth lightly lay ; thou world revere their names, 
And juſtice d« do their morals, and their ſame.” 
' Whores, Bawds, and Bunters, Panders, boys, and Men, 940 
In cadence; hoarſe, re-bellow out — Amen. 1 
When in conſuſion the proceſſion. broke, . 1 * 3 
And ev'ry mourner March d, oclips'd in ſimoak ʒ N 
different wage, vn different errands run. 85 5 PER 
Some ro undo, — — = 17.7 
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Latin F='Yy ef fi*ry? 


VITE wenry d of ny part, 1 quit the [a 
Ani *Subkecthe!Gringere pf a lying age: 
How can an honeſt, Maſe expect to live, . 
When Rogurz, Thieves, Pimps, and dirty Bug—rs thrive: : 
Whoredom to theſe, is now a decent trade, 950 
Vou ne er meet Hau, hut you may a Maid : 
I never held my tongue, or told a lie, | 

Int'reſt I've none and Int reſt I defy 5 

Unhappy now 4s honeft England's lot, 

For all but Scotchrmen are, by G=——d, forgot: 


[43 ] 


O'er the rough ſeas I'll traverſe with my rhyme, 


And ſearch for h 


in a Savage clime. 


YE whores, I pity your decay'd employs, 


onour 


C 


boys: 
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Magdalene, there pious bawl, 


Go to the 


introduce ye all: 


Han—w—y l 


| Bug—rs eſcape as eaſy from the jail, 


And Mr 
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when Angels gave him bail. 


did 


As Peter 


* 


Adi 
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fair,—adieu, voluptuous time, 


Adieu, all fools, — adieu, ye fools in Rhyme. : 
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THE END. 
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